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Beyond the Ninth Wave 
by Falco276 


Summary 


A collection of Demyx AU (Alternate Universe) fanfictions written by various authors and 
put together as one by me. 

Most stories are written by thier respective fan fic authors and this is NOT a form of 
Plagiarism for I am crediting their names in thier stories. 


Notes 


Here is a list of Demyx AU fics included in this collection: 


How's This for Power by Axelicious Roxorpantz from FF.net 

Brother Earth, Sister Sea by Falco276 from Ao3 

Dark Melody by Shadow Oblivion from FF.net 

Althea Frutex by Kailiff from FF.net 

Ashes to Dust by Levena Lechamiraie from FF.net 

666 by Goaliegirl30 from FF.net and Ao3 

Camping by thewiselittleowl from FF.net and Ao3 

Dodgeball by Tailax from Ao3 

Don't Burn It by Mew Hannah-Chan from FF.net 

Echo by chershiekitsune from Ao3 

Forgotten by Orchid Butterflies from FF.net 

Four Dates and a Wedding by knesk from Ao3 

Funeral by MelodiuslyNocturne from FF.net and Ao3 

He's Gone away (Dem's POV) by Norma Jean and Falco276 from Ao3 
How to succeed in bushiness without really crying by zed azreal from Ao3 
In My Head by XxbuttonsxX from FF.net and Ao3 

Possession is Nine-Tenths of the Law by desicivepumpkin from FF.net and Ao3 
Never Winter: The Outcasts by Falco276 from A03 


Never Winter: Blood and Wolves by Raksha DWD/Falco276 from FF.net and A03 
Sominum Dulcis by Chotto Matte from FF.net 

True Colors by Mischief and Magic from FF.net 

Zemyx's Emo Book by Periwinkle Ebony from FF.net 


How's This for Power? 


This is my first Kingdom Hearts fanfic, so please be nice if and when you review! Anyway, I was 
just chillin' in my apartment, when this idea popped into my head. Ok, so it was more like a small 
movie playing in my head and I was watching it going, "Holy shit... I need to write this down..." 
and this is the end result! 


I don't own Kingdom Hearts! If I did, Axel and Demyx would definitely NOT be dead. Sora 
and Kairi would be. But anywho, Kingdom Hearts is belong to Squeenix and Disney. Not 
me.. 


How's That, For Power? 


Demyx's fists were clenched tightly by his sides in an attempt to not verbally lash out at the person 
yelling at him. That person happened to be Saix. 


"Nine, you're worthless. Your fighting skills are equal to that of a child. In fact, that's what you 

are. A child, a worthless, powerless, helpless and hopeless child. Kingdom hearts, I don't know 
why the Superior has let you stay this long!" Saix's words dripped out like venom. Demyx was 

biting back tears, he wasn't worthless! Saix used one hand and shoved Demyx into the wall and 
walked past him without another word. 


T'm not worthless! I'm not powerless.... I may not be the greatest fighter around, but....' 


"Demyx!" Demyx snapped out of his thoughts and looked towards the direction of the voice. He 
saw Larxene walking down the hall towards him. 


"The hell's the matter with you Demyx?" She asked nonchalantly with one hand on her hip. He 
sighed, he didn't like anyone really knowing what was bothering him, nor did he want Larxene to 
see him cry, but he was so angry about Saix, he told her in hopes of receiving a good reply... He 
was wrong. 


"So he called you worthless, helpless and powerless? Well... I completely agree! You don't have 
a weapon of any sort." 


"I do too have a weapon! Its-" He was cut off. 


"It's a fucking guitar! It doesn't fight, it plays music and even that's horrible!" Larxene taunted. 
Demyx's eyes were getting hot, he was going to cry in any second. He shook his head before 
looking back up and Larxene and yelling, 


"Fuck you! I'm not worthless! I can fight! And it's called a Sitar, stupid!" Not being able to be 
around anyone else at the moment, he took off into a dark portal and disappeared. 


Demyx sat on his bed, a few tears rolling down his cheeks, but he sat in silence. 


'What's everyone's issue?! So I don't particularly like fighting, what of it? I'm still a valuable 
member in the Organization! ...'He silently reassured himself for an hour or so before there was a 
knock at his door, followed by an attempt to open it that wasn't successful due to it being locked. 
Hastily, he wiped his tears away and put on a straight face. 


"Who is it?" he asked. 


"It's me DemDem! Open up will ya?" Axel's voice called from beyond his locked door. Demyx 
made sure he face was clean of any sort of moisture before getting up and unlocking and opening 
the door. Axel stood in the doorway for a moment before raising an eyebrow. 


"So, can I come in, or are ya gonna stand in the doorway and gawk at my sexiness? Either one 
y y 
works for me-" 


"What do you want Axel?" Demyx cut in. He wasn't in the mood to play around or be funny. As 
much as he wanted to get his mind off of the constant torment from the other Organization 
members, he just couldn't let it go just yet. 


"Jeeze... Talk about shot down... I was just wondering if you wanted to go to New Orleans with 
Roxas and me. We're gonna get frikken wasted and covered in those awesome Mardi Gras beads! 
We got the day off from our missions and we got Xigbar to cover for yours today. So I guess, I'm 
not really asking if you want to go, rather telling you to get yourself ready to go!" he said 
explanatively, but cheerfully at the same time. "But I guess if you're in a bad mood, which I can 
tell you are, you don't have to go..." Axel added with a slight puppy eyed look. 


Demyx sighed, going to New Orleans sounded awesome. Especially if Axel and Roxas were 
going, and it would definitely get him to momentarily forget Saix and Larxene. Plus, Axel's face 
was ridiculously cute. He put a smile on his face and replied, 


"Axel, that sounds awesome. I'd love to go! When do we leave?" he asked. Axel smirked, 


" [knew you couldn't resist the eyes! Yeah, we're gonna take off in a few minutes, we just gotta 
meet Roxas in his room. Got it memorized?" He said. Demyx couldn't help but chuckle, 


"Alright!" he said cheerfully. He shut his door and walked with Axel down the hall. Roxas' room 
was on the 8th floor of the castle, while his was on the 4th along with Axel's. They were walking 
towards the elevator when Xemnas crossed their path. 


"Eight, Nine." He nodded to each respectively, " Wait, Nine, where is it that you think you are 
going? You have a mission to complete in Hollow Bastion do you not? So why is it that you are 
here with Eight and not there?" he asked in a bored, yet aggravated tone. Demyx winced, 


"Um.. Well I-" 


"Xigbar is covering his mission today. He said that was fine with him. That's why." Axel 
interjected. He wanted Demyx to hang out with him and Roxas today, and he wasn't going to let 
anybody ruin it. 


"I see. So not only is Nine powerless, he shirks his work off for someone else to do for him. I 
despise that. This Organization is to be feared by all, to be all powerful and unstoppable. 
However, I don't see you being a part of that force, Nine... I see you as making us look weak, 
vulnerable, and downright 


unsightly." Xemnas' voice was harsh and full of malice. Demyx hung his head, now even his 
Superior was trash talking him. Maybe he really was worthless... 


Axel couldn't stand what he was hearing. His Superior was berating Demyx for no reason! He put 
his hand on Demyx's shoulder, 


"Superior! Sir I don't think you understand, Demyx is a great addition to this Organization! If it 
weren't for him, Luxord wouldn't have joined us, nor would the Dancer Nobodies behave and 
obey us! I-" Xemnas cut him off, 


" Don't cross me Eight." He turned his gaze back to Demyx, "I would strongly suggest you get 
your mission complete. Now. If I see your worthless hide still here in 5 minutes, consider yourself- 
" Xemnas' words were cut off due to Demyx's fist making contact with his nose. 


"I'M NOT WORTHLESS!" Demyx screamed. He summoned his sitar and glared at his Superior 

who was getting back up off the floor. He had been caught off guard by Demyx's punch, he never 
had needed to worry about getting attacked by his own Organization, well, today he did. All Axel 
could do was stare. Demyx just punched the Superior. He had just assaulted Xemnas! 


"Demyx! What the hell?!" Axel said in disbelief, yeah, he hated what Xemnas had been saying 
too, but to actually punch him? Was Demyx insane? He looked over at his friend and did a double 
take, there he was, his sitar summoned and ready to strike, Demyx had it hoisted up over his 
shoulder like Saix would with his claymore. But what got Axel's attention was Demyx's face. The 
expression he wore was completely foreign to Demyx's normal attitude. He looked like he could 
kill someone. And that someone looked to be Xemnas. 


"I'm. NOT. Worthless. I'm NOT! I'M NOT!" Demyx screamed at Xemnas again, starting to 
swing his sitar down on what would be Xemnas' midsection. It would've made contact, had Axel 
not grabbed and pulled the stunned Superior backwards and out of the way. The sitar crashed into 
the floor, but it didn't break, instead the floor beneath it broke apart with shaking force. The 
redhead and his boss could only stare at the blonde they thought couldn't hurt anyone. His face 
was distorted with undeniable rage. It seemed as if he didn't even recognize them anymore, just 
targets to destroy. They were shaken from their stupor when Demyx stood back upright and 
slammed a power chord on his sitar, sending a tidal wave of water over the two of them. 


They were washed backwards 8 or 9 feet down the hall until their bodies smashed into the wall. 
Axel and Xemnas both had the air knocked out of them, and were gasping for breath as Demyx 
stalked over towards them. His face twisted with anger, 


"How was that? Was that strong enough for you?!" he called out, still walking towards them. 


"D-d-Demyx...." Axel breathed out before he and Xemnas were thrown down the next hallway 
by another sitar summoned wave. 


Down the hallway, Saix came to investigate the sounds of screaming and what sounded like a 
torrential downpour of water. The sight that met his eyes was shocking. His Superior and Axel 
were soaking wet and looked completely out of it, and Demyx was standing there looking like a 
maniac. Not needing an explanation, he summoned his claymore and sprinted toward the crazed 
blonde with a cry of battle, his eyes glowing yellow. 


Demyx looked up at the new sound. He saw Saix rushing him and smirked. Just the fucker I 
wanted to see....' He thought. He struck another chord in Saix's direction sending a wall of water 
towards the berserker. Saix however braced for the attack and slammed his claymore into the 
ground in front of him and held on to it as the water raced past him. He looked back at Demyx 
after the water was gone, but Demyx was no longer there, he had a split second to look up as 
Demyx's sitar came crashing down on his forehead. Saix's hold on his weapon was lost as he was 
sent sprawling down the hall, blood running from the gash on his head. He looked up to hear 
Demyx laughing lowly, 


"Whaddya know? X really does mark the spot!" He laughed again, sending chills up Axel's spine. 
What happened to Demyx? Why was he attacking everyone? He stood up partially and 
summoned his chakrams. He didn't want to hurt Demyx, but at this rate, he was going to die by 
Saix's hands. He successfully got his chakrams, but his fire was nonexistent, he was soaked to the 
bone and when that waterlogged, he couldn't generate the body heat he needed to be able to 
summon his fire. He looked hopelessly on as Demyx's sitar collided with the side of Saix's head 


sending the Luna Diviner flying into the side wall, smashing through it. 


"Now who's worthless?! Huh, Saix?! Who is now?!" He yelled into the new hole in the wall. 
Xemnas watched unbelieving. Saix was getting knocked around by Demyx? He never thought it 
possible. Of course he never thought he would get assaulted by 9 either. He stood to his feet as he 
watched Axel summon his chakrams. Good, at least he understood what had to be done. He 
summoned his Aerial blades and started towards the sitar player, dripping water with every step. 
Demyx heard the squishing soggy sound of wet shoes walking and turned his head to the right to 
see Xemnas walking towards him, a look in his eyes that could only mean one thing: Imminent 
death. He glared hatred in the Superior's direction and struck another note on his sitar. 


Upon hearing the sounds on the strings, Xemnas and Axel steadied themselves for another wave 
of water, but the wave never came, instead, multiple water clones popped up all around them. At 
another note strummed by Demyx, the clones all simultaneously attacked the 1st and 8th members. 
Axel blocked the clones as best he could with his chakrams, but the water just drove through them 
and knocked him flat on his ass. He looked up one last time, then everything went black as two 
watery fists came crashing into his face. 


Xemnas managed to destroy one clone completely but was tripped and taken down to the floor by 
three more when they grabbed his legs. He landed on his chest and let out a gasp as they air was 
knocked out of him, yet again. Demyx let his clones continue to beat his Superior while he turned 
his 


attention back to the hole in the wall where Saix lay unconscious from the previous impact. He 
laughed darkly and sauntered on down the hall. 


"Ooohh Larxene!" he called out in a singsong voice. He really wanted to kill that bitch most of all. 
She never had a good word for anyone. Even when Axel remembered her birthday and got her 
flowers, she chewed him out and was a complete bitch to him. And all he had done was get her 
flowers for her birthday and she burned them, and tried to electrocute him. He paused for a 
moment and stopped walking. He looked back down the hall. Xemnas was by now, unconscious. 
A few feet away from him lay Axel unconscious with blood leaking out of his nose and mouth. 
His eyes watered a bit. All Axel had done was try to talk some sense into him... He then looked 
to the hole in the wall where one of Saix's booted feet stuck out. 


"What Demyx-...." Came Larxene's voice, then a dark portal opened and all she could do was 
stare. Xemnas and Axel were unconscious in the hallway, covered in water and bleeding. And 
there was Demyx, looking ragged, and his sitar with blood on the base of it. 


"What did you do?!" she cried out disbelievingly, but she didn't see the clone behind her and it 
knocked her to the floor. She looked up at Demyx. If there had been any sort of remorse on his 
face, it was history, replaced by his rage of lunacy. He smiled in way that Larxene thought looked 
evil, 


"So, wanna see how my ‘fucking guitar’ works as a weapon, bitch?" he asked mockingly, while 
raising his sitar once more above his shoulders. Larxene's eyes were huge, she watched as Demyx 
brought down the giant blue instrument, then reality snapped back to her, and she sent out a bolt 
of electricity, which made contact with Demyx's body. With a cry of pain, he dropped to his knees 
and dropped his sitar. She took the opportunity to get up and summon her throwing knives and 
readied herself to fight the water wielder. Demyx looked up at Larxene through the top of his eyes 
and glared, then stood back to his full height, picking up his sitar in the process. 


"See , Larxene?" he said while gesturing to the knocked out members of the organization, "I'm not 
worthless. I'm not powerless, I'm not hopeless, nor am I helpless!" he yelled as he struck chord 
and sent water in her direction in the shape of a giant battering ram type thing. She jumped out of 


the way, not caring to get wet, if she was soaked, conducting electricity would shock her as well 
as her opponent. She took a running charge at him, and threw her knives three at a time from each 
hand. Demyx managed to dodge most of them, except two which stuck into his body. 


"Ahhhrrg!" he let out a groan of pain as one knife wedged itself into the shoulder socket of his left 
arm, the other lodged itself in upper right thigh. He was knocked back a few steps by the two 
knives, and was knocked back a few more and onto his ass when Larxene came barreling into 
him, landing a good, solid punch to his face, breaking his nose almost instantly. He winced as he 
heard the cartilage crack and break and felt the warm blood run down his face, but cried out when 
she started to pump electricity through his body. 


His eyes widened, but he then regained his dark, angry mask when he reached up, with difficulty, 
and managed to wrap his hand around the Savage Nymph's throat. It was her turn for her eyes 


to get huge when she felt her breath stop as the water wielder cut off her air supply. She stopped 
the electricity and focused on prying Demyx's hand off from around her neck. 


"[ hate you, Larxene. I hope you die..." he struggled to say while fighting off the urge to slip into 
unconsciousness. He reached his other hand up and placed it on her chest, he loosened his grip on 
her neck, but it wasn't over yet. After getting the hold on her neck loosened, Larxene's eyes started 
to go back to normal size, but when right back when she coughed up water. She tried breathing in 
again, but only seemed to suck in water. Below her, Demyx was smiling while keeping his hand 
pressed to her chest. He leaned up to her ear and whispered, 


"So.. How's it feel to drown?" he asked while summoning water and slowly filling the blonde's 
lungs up with it. He fell back to the floor unconscious, his hand leaving Larxene's chest which 
ended her drowning session. She fell to the floor coughing up water and trying to breath, but she 
too fell into unconsciousness. 


Xigbar and Roxas looked at the hallway of the 4th floor of the castle in shock and horror. Four 
bodies of their friends lay on the floor, all of them surrounded by water. They looked to each other 
in disbelief. 


"Dude...." 
"What happened? Why would Demyx do this?" Roxas asked, his voice barely a whisper. 


"T think he kept his anger pent up too long.. And this is the end result of being constantly 
reprimanded for the same shit over and over...." Xigbar said, his voice too was quiet. Roxas 
walked over to Demyx and knelt down. Then looked over to Xemnas, who had blood leaking 
from his face. 


"Boss is gonna turn him into a Dusk for this... if not just kill him on the spot..." he breathed. 
Xigbar crossed his arms before replying, 


"Well, I can't really blame the little guy... I mean, he was told almost every day by somebody that 
he was worthless and needed to be booted outta the Organization.. I'd probably snap too...Still.." 


Roxas' eyes lit up. "I know how to fix this. Both of us agree that Demyx had a pretty valid reason 
for doing this. Not that I necessarily agree with how he carried it out, but I don't want him to die 
for it." 


Xigbar quirked his eyebrow, "How exactly are you gonna fix this? He damn near killed Xemnas, 
Axel, Larxene, and Saix. Unless you have a way to make it so it never happened then..... You 
gotta be kidding me.." he said as the realization hit him. 


Roxas smirked, "Yep, Namine can erase these memories from their hearts and minds. And all we 
have to do is clean up the mess here." 


"How you gonna explain all their wounds then? I agree that'd be the best course of action, but 
seriously Dude, how we gonna cover for them?" Xigbar asked while walking over to the 
youngest member in the Organization. Roxas sighed, he really didn't know. 


"Maybe Namine could make a memory of them getting them during a sparring session... I'll go 
get her, but can you seriously hurry up and start cleaning up all the water? No one else has 
discovered this yet, and it'd be best to keep it that way." Roxas said then disappeared in a portal, 
not leaving the Number 2 in the Organization any time to protest. 


Xigbar grumbled something about Demyx owing him big time and went to find, heavy duty 
mops, and towels. Then it hit him, move the bodies off of the floor and then open a giant space rift 
over the space of the floor so all the water would fall through and have the other end of the rift 
open outside somewhere. 


‘Seems easy enough.' He thought, then started moving everyone into the hole in the wall where 
Saix lay. Not too long after Xigbar began moving them, Roxas ported back into the room 
accompanied by Namine. Xigbar looked up, 


"Pardon the mess.. You missed one helluva party.." he remarked flatly. Namine looked around at 
the mess and sighed, 


"Roxas already told me what happened." She said dolefully. Roxas asked Xigbar what he was 
doing, then nodded in understanding when the Freeshooter explained his idea. Xigbar was in the 
process of moving Axel when the Flurry was jostled awake, 


"Wh-What the hell..?" he managed to get out before Xigbar looked down at him, 


" Sorry Dude. I need you to stay asleep a while longer." He said before punching the redhead in 
the side of the head, effectively knocking his lights out once more earning him a quiet "Doh!" 
from Axel, then continued dragging his limp body into the new side room Demyx had created 
with Saix's body. After all the members were moved, he proceeded with his space rift plan to clear 
the floor, while Roxas and Namine went to the dispatched members. She concentrated hard and 
put her hand on each of their heads respectively and rearranged their memories. 


A while later after all of Roxas and Xigbar's plans were all fulfilled, they moved each member 
back to their rooms letting them wake up on their own. 


Demyx sat in his room strumming notes on his sitar, making sure to write down any good 
melodies he came up with. He wasn't coming up with very many though. He couldn't place it, but 
something was tugging at the back of his mind. He didn't know what it was, but it was 
disconcerting to him. After a half an hour of pondering, he still couldn't place it and decided it was 
nothing and went about strumming the strings once more. 


OK, how was that? Please, press the button right down there that says ''submit review'' do 
it, and I'll give you some Muffins-That-Never-Were! 


Brother Earth Sister Sea ch. 1 


So, I decided to make a KH AU fanfic that mostly deals with Demyx. He’s my most 
favourited character ever and now I’m going to tell you his story in my point of view. Some 
terms such as Demigod and Festus are from Percy Jackson and the Olympians. And some 
from the book ‘Elsewhere’ 


Also the song that perfectly fits in with this fic is ‘What goes around’ by Justin Timberlake. 
Enjoy :) 


Some people claim that they’re happy. Some people claim that they’re sad. But in my world, these 
words can be better understood as Somebody and Nobody. You see, if people have living hearts 
in them they are considered Somebodies, happy beings. But if they have no heart, then they are 
known as Nobodies, being depressed and bored all day long. But you cannot choose one. You 
have to choose both. Maybe you probably know the real story to the game that I appear in. But 
you completely don’t know much about me. Here, let me list the things that you really know about 
me: 


1) ’'m number 9 of Organization XIII. 
2) Ihave the power to control water by wielding my trusty sitar, Arpeggio. 


3) My somebody name could possibly be Myde or Myed. (or Emyd; Somebody names could be 
confusing. -_-) 


4) I love to listen to/ and play music all day long. 
5) I love to hang out with my friends, especially with Roxas, Axel and Xion. 


6) Whenever it comes to missions assigned by Saix, I always get too lazy and most likely avoid 
the job. 


7) [LOVE rainy days 

8) C’mon, I have two more. *thinking* 

9) I’m considered to be the happiest Nobody alive. 

But now get ready to know the things that you don’t know about me. 

1) I was originally born in New York City. My profession? A firefighter. 
2) My real Earth name is Owen Welles. 

3) ’'m currently married to my lovely wife, Emily Welles. 


4) During a careless fire battle, I had to save a bunch of cats, one cat named Koshka eluded me 
and caused both of us to be asphyxiated. 


5) Waking up in a ship, I get to know that the AU world I was headed to called Elsewhere made 
every citizen there age backwards. 


6) While I was supposed to be released back to Earth again as a baby during the Sneaker Clause, 


it mistakenly sent me to another AU world called Co:pern:ica. 


7) There I was still as a baby, being waited to be picked up and taken home when a couple found 
me and raised me up in a ‘proper’ way. 


8) Then, that’s when the Organization found me when I was 14. Realizing that my new name was 
Demyx, I suddenly learned that I became a Nobody. 


9) Okay, I really need to stop listing things, seriously. 


But anyway, then the years were split up into 2. I went to high school but sadly I couldn’t earn 
myself a diploma and go straight to college. That’s also when I found out that Emily didn’t return 
to Earth either. She found me on Co:pern:ica. We started a job together by taking care of a horse 
farm and give out riding lessons to those who have disabilities. 2 years later, by the Organization’s 
side, me and my friends form a group that had to deal with being an illusionist. It wasn’t that bad. 
But then, back at home, during dinner some thing floated over my head while Emily gasped and 
pointed at it. I looked up to see that I was chosen by a ‘sea god’ making him my official son or 
child. At first I thought it was prank, maybe created by Axel, but then I slowly realize that he’s a 
‘Demigod’ too. Then I discover CampHalf-Blood, a training ground for kids who have half 
parents as greek gods. I was a son of Apollo and Poseidon. Two fathers with the same child? I 
thought it was okay. But then, I got to know Percy Jackson, a son of Poseidon, too. We quickly 
became best friends and we used to have sword fighting matches for fun, when suddenly this 
strange son of Hephaestus named Leo Valdez joined camp too. And when he got to know of 
Percy finding a lost known bronze dragon on Earth, named Festus? This guy really wanted us 
suffering under the name of the Earth Mother, Gaia. An Ideleon spirit controlled him, demanding 
to make us believe that it was him who found Festus but in actual truth, it was Percy. Playing a 
trick upon us that made both of our parents beat us up, he cleverly spray painted ‘Gay’ and other 
bad things onto the windows of our cars. Ashamed to show this out in public, there was a letter 
that he actually made up in order to get our parents believing that it was themselves who wrote it. 
That’s when I was thrown out of my ‘childhood’ home and I was never able to see it again. But 
those were the times. 


I’m now currently back with Emily. Life is going good. Our horses, Jake and Wonder, they’re 
doing fine. Although, the other day Jake told me something funny that I almost had to laugh my 
head off. Naturally, as I told you earlier, I was a son of Poseidon so I had the ability to talk to 
horses and understand them. Emily knew that I had that personal power and she was totally okay 
with it. To my surprise, she didn’t think it sounded weird to be talking to animals through your 
mind. Every Nobody or ‘Fain’ possessed this power. In fact we have 3: 


Imaganeering- manifest objects directly from our mind and make them appear in real life. (If you 
don’t like it, then you can de:construct it.) 


Commingling- Speak through anybody’s mind and understand their thoughts. This how I have the 
ability to talk to horses and other sea creatures. 


And lastly, hypnotizing other people to sleep with your eyes glowing a bright violet, just incase if 
that person is annoying you to death. 


Of course, my fellow organization members possess these abilities to make their Nobody life real 
easier. 


But true to that matter, as I told you earlier about my arrival to Co:pern:ica from Elsewhere, my 
‘psychotic’ parents raised me up in a ‘proper’ way. And what I mean by psychotic and proper is 
that they were always hard on me. Whatever I did, they really wouldn’t let me. I thought that 
having parents like these were so unfair. My original parents from New York were more caring to 


me. They were so kind. They loved me. I had never acted so rebellious in front of them. In fact, 
they always said that I was disciplined so well that I deserved to live out in the independent life. 
But no. I really wanted to stay with them. Forever. 


Now that I’m with Emily and the Organization, I really wouldn’t have to face my crazy parents 
again. I expected my days would become rather more Somebody like, I was finally able to return 
home. Returning from a little grocery shopping, I parked my 2011 Barcelona Red metallic Toyota 
Prius next to the curb of the cul-de-sac. Getting out of the car with a whistle, it almost fainted 
when I saw another unfamiliar pick up truck (a black Chevy Silverado) was occupying our drive 
way along with Emily’s Hyundai Sonata and my Honda Pilot. To my guess, maybe this could 
possibly be someone from Pegasus Farm, a special therapeutic equine center that gives out riding 
lessons to kids who had disabilities. I worked there as a part time volunteer with Percy. To him it 
was kinda like a nightmare because he thought that horses speaking through his mind was almost 
like getting hit by a horseshoe on the head. I thought it was okay, when the annoying horse named 
Shazam always followed me around, telling hilarious Equestrian jokes such as The Gay Horse 
and Did I get my Job? 


I thought it was truly annoying to death when the poor horse told me that he was only trying to be 
funny. Really, you shouldn’t be mean towards these animals. Love and care is all that they need. 
Oh wow, am now going off topic here? Curse you ADHD! But anyway, my first thought towards 
that truck was that maybe a worker from Pegasus came by to see if she could use one of our 
horses for the Gala show. We would definitely say yes towards that. But as soon as I closed the 
trunk to the Prius, my eyes suddenly darted for the window, the lights turned on. I clearly figured 
out the shape of Emily escorting a few people to the dining room. Only two people? Maybe 
neighbors? Her friends? It was hard to tell. 


As soon as I walked over to the front door with grocery bags in my hands, I clearly heard voices 
through the dining room window. Laughter was heard along with some clinking of tea cups on 
small plates. Not to mention stirrings with the spoon. 


I lightly shook my head and tried think this through. But it was helpless to guess who those people 
are if you’re standing outside of your door. So, in order to know, I slowly opened the door and 
softly closed it behind me as I now slowly tiptoed towards the wall arc of the dining room. I 
closely listened in: 


“So how long have you been with our son?” a female voice asked Emily as she hummed in 
thought and replied, “Ever since we met each other in New York.” 


More laughter. 


“Yeah.” It was the male voice’s turn to join in the subject. “Ever since we found him as a baby, 
he’s been hard to tame him in the right way. That little dirty mutt.” 


“Really?” Emily now took this by surprise. 


“Yes, it’s true. At first when he confessed that he came from another land called Elsewhere, he 
was so confused that when he was born a new, he asked us ‘Is this Earth?’ I found that very cute 
looking.” The female voice smiled. 


“Wait.” Emily now stopped them and took a second to think, “How do you know about 
Elsewhere, cause that’s where I came from too.” 


“Oh really?” the female voice chimed, “Because we corrected our cute Dem Dem that this was 
Co:pern:ica of course, not Earth.” 


How the hell do they know about me? I heard more laughter and tea clinking when I slowly 
turned my head around then quickly reeled back out of sight. Walking into room, I suddenly laid 
down on my bed, fetal position. No. This can’t be happening. How did they know where I lived 
right now? My mind was now troubled as I tried to think it through again. Elsewhere, Co:pern:ica, 
baby, raised in a proper way, dirty mutt? These words suddenly snapped back in my head as I 
now took an appalled face in sudden realization. These were none of Emily’s friends, family or 
neighbors. And also not to mention the worker from Pegasus Farm for borrowing our horses for 
the Gala show. This could only mean one thing. How did both of my psychotic parents get invited 
to tea time at my house? I still laid there in bed, bad memories swirling in my head. I couldn’t take 
it anymore. 


Meanwhile, back to the dinning room table, Emily now broke the conversation by standing up 
from her chair and looked around, “Uh, excuse me for a moment. Demyx should’ve come back 
from shopping.” Then she started calling out my name. “Demyx! Oy, lobster boy! There’s 
someone to see you! Demyx!” Her calls almost made me curl up tighter in fear as I grabbed my 
pillow and blocked out my name calls. 


Silence ensued the dining room as my crazy mother now looked at my crazy father, “I think it’s 
time for us to take him back from that bitch. We had enough of his shit dirty works.” 


My father silently nodded in agreement as he placed a laminated photo down on the table. It 
showed a picture of me partying at night. Shirtless, it showed of my upper body exposed with 
tattoos of unicorns, tridents, dolphins, and even flaming skulls. Not to mention the Celtic Knot 
located on lower part of my body. Arms raised while holding a beer bottle in one hand and a 
smoking cig in the other, I now had my mouth opened in snaking fury, tongue revealing a silver 
bold piercing in the middle. A hot stripper was licking the side of my hip while she grabbed onto 
my waist and stared in the view of whoever was viewing the perverted photo. 


In ACTUAL Truth, I was NEVER like this. This was fake and imageneered just to get me into 
more trouble. If Emily saw this, I don’t know what would happen next. 


“Demyx! There you are!” Emily smiled, as she came forward and sat on my bed, slowly stroking 
my signature strands just out my view. “Aw, Dem-Dem. Don’t be afraid. They’ re just your 
parents. They just came over to see how you were doing. Don’t worry. They’re nice.” 


I suddenly sat up, not even believing on what she just said right there, “Nice? Nice!?” I repeated 
in an annoyed way. “Emily, do you know who those people are!?” I hissed, looking at her with 
demanding fury. 


Emily just looked at me, perplexed. “What do you mean? They’re your parents, of course.” 


“Yeah, my psychotic parents. Tell them to go to hell and leave us alone. They have no right to 
come to my house and take me away! The more I live with them, the more my ADHD’s going to 
get worse. Then I’d have to face my prized punishments everyday!” 


Emily now looked a little hurt. I turned away from her hand in disgust and stared down at one of 
my horse toys lying on the floor. 


“But always give respect to your parents, Dem. Just like you did in New York.” 
“Forget it. New York was a different story.” I muttered in silent anger. 


Emily couldn’t take another second to look at me like this. She now stared at the grocery bags 
thrown to one side of the room. She sighed, “Well, they really need you, Dem. So do I. And 
besides, you were the one who bought the yogurt, you have to put it in the fridge, okay?” 


“Fine.” I muttered and taking a deep breath, I followed Emily out of my room and towards ‘hell.’ 
“I’m so sorry to keep you waiting. He’s here as I promised.” Emily now announced. 


“Oh, thank you so much.” My mother cooed as she now winked towards my father, “Here comes 
our dirty mutt.” She whispered in excitement. 


My father winked back as he gripped the perverted photo from the under the table in readiness. 


I slowly stood at the archway a few feet from the table, my head hung low to the ground. I didn’t 
even want to see them. Emily now came over to me, “Why aren’t you responding when they greet 
you?” 


I held my words back in my throat as I gripped the bags tighter with my hands. I swallowed and 
finally looked up. My mother, just for the sake of Emily, smiled and waved to me. Pff. She was 
just acting. In truth she wanted to kill me. 


“How’s my boy!” she happily said as she hugged me, then took a step back. “It’s been a long 
time!” 


Pretending to listen to her jovial attitude, I could sense my father slowly creeping behind me. 


“Now it’s your turn to give him a hug!” my mother happily called out as I suddenly turned to 
receive a blow to my face. 


“How’s that for a happy hug, huh!?” he muttered crossly out loud just for Emily to cover her face. 
She couldn’t take it anymore. 


“What are you doing to him!?” she said in a hurt way, as she tried to help me up, only for my 
mother to separate us as my father now wielded a broom stick in his hands. I slowly raised my 
head up and rubbed my face to where he gave me a punch. Seriously, how do you call that a 
hug!? More like child abuse to your own son! My eyes quickly darted towards the grocery bags, 
its content spilled out on the floor. The ripped lid off of my favorite yogurt had now splayed it’s 
fruity substance on the dining floor. I was about to weakly get up when I received another blow 
from the broom stick to my legs. I cried out in tears as I was now being beaten repeatedly by my 
own psychotic father. 


“You ungrateful little shit!” he raved angrily “We finally came to take you back when you repay 
us with this!?” 


Throwing down the broom stick on the floor, the sudden sound making Emily shiver while 
watching this with a horrified face, he yanked me towards the table where a laminated photo was 
spread out in front of me. I shuddered at the sight of it, tears continuing to race down my cheeks. 


“What the hell is this, huh!?” he shouted in my ears as he yanked my hair and moved my face 
closer to the picture. 


“T-I don’t know.” I stuttered between shudders. 


“What do you mean you don’t know!” holding up the broom again, this time it was on my back. I 
cried out even louder this time, as I collapsed to the floor, feeling my own wet tears splatter on my 
hands with a burning after feel. 


“Honey, I think it’s enough now.” My mother sternly said as my father dropped the broom stick 
and sighed with frustration. She looked over to me, “How bout we tame the bastard at home? 
There he’ll learn something. This way he’ll never do it if he stays in this shit house.” Then she 


turned to Emily, but she was out of sight probably crying at the stables with Jake right now. 


“Move, you selfish piece of shit!” my father kicked me hard again in the legs in order for me to 
weakly stand up and walk to the truck. I almost swallowed hard as he again grabbed my ear and 
dragged me towards the exit of the house. Pushing me towards the door that lead to the back seat 
of the Silverado, my father now angrily got in and started the engine. I had a plan to escape from 
my psychotic parents. While my mother forgot something and ran back in to retrieve it, my father 
didn’t closely notice me in the back seat as I was still standing outside. I quickly reached into my 
pockets to reveal my keys to the Prius. Then I glanced back at the front door to the house. My 
mother still didn’t return yet. Then I glanced at the driver’s side of the truck. There my father was 
drumming his fingers on the steering wheel in frustration as he waited for me and my mother to 
return. “Where the hell are they?” He quietly muttered as he looked over to the front door, just to 
see my mother returning. Now I seized my chance to quickly run over to my car, hop in, and get 
away from them as far as I could. Backing up the driveway, my mother came out and gasped. She 
immediately hopped in, “That little shit’s getting away. Quickly catch him.” 


“ll teach that son of a bitch.” My father mumbled as he too started backing up in a fast way. My 
mother now stared at the remaining cars on the driveway. “He thinks he’s rich huh? Useless piece 
of shit.” She sneered as they now exit Hagan’s Ridge and sped down Farmbrook Drive. 


Meanwhile, Emily was still at the stables, wiping her tears away one by one as Jake now snorted 
sadly and rested his head onto her lap. 


She sniffed, “I know. Ill miss him too.” 


Standing up, (Jake now also stood up and started eating hay from an open netted bag.) she 
brushed away the excessive hay and sand clinging to her shirt and butt, when she left the stables 
and walked over to the house. Reaching the dining room, she now gasped at the picture left on the 
table. 


“No Demyx.” She whispered as she closed her eyes as if I just recently died at a funeral. “Don’t 
do this.” 


Sitting down, she covered her face with her hands, mumbling things about me in sadness. 


I sped down Shakertown road as fast as I could, tears still running down my cheeks. From my 
view of the rearview mirrior, there was no sign of the Silverado. Miles ahead, there was a certain 
spot where I always used a dark corridor or ‘firestar’ to teleport myself to various other useful 
places such as the The World That Never Was and TwilightTown. One time I used that to teleport 
to Earth with my friends just to have fun at the World’s largest indoor casino resort, Mohegan 
Sun. I would nevertheless forget those Somebody times. (sigh) 


But right now as I used the firestar, it led me to the entrance of the The Auto Garage That Never 
Was at the Organization’s castle. It was almost empty except for an Express passenger van and 
silver 06 Toyota Corolla. I slowly moved my Prius towards the correct parking lot number 9. 
(Yay! My Number!) and slowly get out with shocking awe. To my guess, some of the members 
are at school teaching while the others might be at work. I was the only one to do nothing at home 
(and the Org.) except for hanging out with Jake. That’s a different story. Entering the bleached 
hallways, I suddenly turned my head facing the gray area room. No one was there except for 
Lexeaus, who was quietly writing something down while having a textbook as a reference. I was 
quietly not sure what the Silent Hero was studying but I slowly continued walking down the 
hallways with fear striking through my mind about my psychotic parents. I smiled at the thought 
of this. It’s okay. They’ll never know where our castle is located. It’s up in the sky and you need a 
firestar to teleport your way up there, unless the mention of imaganeering planes were lately 
created on Co:pern:ica. Half way down the hallway, I heard a random maniac laugh so loud that I 


almost jumped out of my skin. That naturally had to be Vexen, our chilly academic. Why was he 
here? Wasn’t he supposed to be teaching at KH High School with the others? 


“Hmm, strange.” I muttered in confusion as I reached the door that led to my room. But my 
thoughts of my psychotic parents hunting me down eventually led me to the wrong room. I slowly 
peeked inside. Dirty gray carpet. A fat cat snoozing in his bed. White wooden office desk with a 
leather chair. Placed on the desk were a computer monitor and a lovely heart shaped cup where it 
held a bunch of pencils and pens. Not to mention, a bookshelf took up one wall, where it held a 
huge collection of a book series that he really loves to read. (And no it’s not about hearts, he’d 
never care about KH anyway.) 


The last thing there was that hung in the air was the smell of fresh baked blueberry muffins that he 
really loves crave about. The only strange thing was that our superior was not there. Yes, this was 
Xemmy’s office. The purpose of it was for him to record and see the progress of Kingdom Hearts, 
our life goal to become Somebodies again. Ignoring Saix for reporting completed missions, he 
uses his computer for watching Adult Entertainment instead of focusing on doing what is to be 
done under the Lunar Diviner’s favor of all of us to quickly become Somebodies again. 


Guessing that he too was teaching at KHS, I closed the door to his office and continued walking 
to my room. I opened it slowly in curiosity. Green Celtic Knot designs floored the ocean blue 
surface as things were neatly put away in my closet. (Not to mention things inside my closet: a 
collection of rubber ducks, towering music C.D’s that I almost never listen to, a Tupperware filled 
with cold spaghetti, non refrigerated for more than a month, and lastly my big interactive rocking 
horse named Blaze.) 


My bed was a mess with a bunch of Horse plush toys taking up every space for it. Glancing 
around the walls, I spotted a cream colored banner that sported a Native American style dolphin 
with a trident in it’s mouth, the three forks pointed diagonally downwards. I actually don’t know 
where I got it from but it sure scared me the first ttme when it showed it’s eye as a bold dot (Iris) 
with a thin circle (eyeball) enclosing around it and the tiny pointed teeth just visible on the side- 
facing 2-D jaws. Not only that banner, I also had another one that sported neither dolphin nor 
horse. Instead, it had a lion’s head with it’s beak opened in flaming fury and a crown on it’s head. 
The words Netherlands were written vertically on the side of the orange banner. I remember 
Emily’s parents were from Holland so her father gave this to her as a gift. Then she didn’t know 
what to do with it and finally decided to pass it on to me. I wasn’t really much interested in soccer 
but hey. It looks cool. Apart from the banner, I took the things that I really needed. A few plush 
toys, my I Ocean X7 android phone, blue I-Pod Touch, and lastly but not least a few small bags of 
Teddy Grahams. Heh, just incase I get hungry and bored. Exiting out my room, and slowly 
closing the door with almost inaudible creak, I walked down the bleach colored hallways when I 
passed by some member’s room who looked to be doing target practice. Popping my head quietly 
around the doorway, I saw our freeshooter pry out a few arrow shaped darts off of the target wall. 
Then he noticed me: 


“Hey there kiddo!” Xiggy greeted me while he reloaded his arrow gun, “Why aren’t you at school 
today?” 


I took a moment to reply, this time repeating the question back to him sarcastically, “Why aren’t 
you at school today, teaching P.E?” 


Setting his arrow guns on his bed, the freeshooter looked at me with his amber eye focused on me, 
“Demyx, did you already forget that it’s over?” 


I innocently shuffled my feet and gave out a pretended soft cough, “Uh, no. Not actually. Mind 
me if my ADHD kicked in. Uh, I just came here to see how it’d look like if the castle was empty 
with Nobodies.” 


“Bad luck kiddo, we’re still here, did you forget?” 
I nodded in understanding. 


Xigbar now held up his arrow gun and shot a few rounds as he spoke, “So what brings you 
here?” 


I took a deep breath. Ever since I joined the Organization, I always kept this a secret. New York. 
Elsewhere. Psychotic Parents. You name it. Even I didn’t tell about my real life to my best friends. 
My crazy situation was about to unfold when I told him my biggest fear was now hunting me 
down. 


“Your Psycho- what?” he repeated in a mixture of shock and confusion. Oh, gods, how do I 
explain this to him? I took a few seconds to wrap my whole story up into a quick and brief 
summary. Suddenly I blurted it out as fast as I could: 


“T originally came from Earth, but when I died, I appeared in Elsewhere, a land of aging 
backwards. I was supposed to return to Earth a new, but then I appeared on Co:pern:ica as a baby 
and that’s how they found me.” I finished it with a quick pant. 


The freeshooter now looked at me with confusing surprise, “And why do they want to kill you? 
You could’ ve told us about yourself when we first found you.” He pointed out in pure sincerity. 


“You’re right Xiggy, but I wanted to keep this a secret so that none of you would think that I’m 
bad.” 


Taken by this in a surprising way, Xiggy now shook his head in disbelief and formed a dark 
corridor, “Ey kiddo, you hungry? I’m bout to crave on some apples. Wanna come?” 


I just stood there and stared at him. Scratching the back of my neck uncomfortably, I formed my 
own firestar, “Nah, thanks for the offer but Pll get my own.” 


Xiggy now shrugged, “Your choice kiddo.” And stepped in, the purple portal disappearing into a 
swirling void. I reached my hand out just to where Xiggy had formed the portal. It was nothing 
but empty space in his room. 


I sighed in silent frustration and stepped into my own. 


Reappearing in the Auto Garage That Never Was, I double checked to see if I had my belongings. 
Check, I have everything. I was about to make my way over to the Prius when another firestar 
formed from the wall and a 2012 Chevy Suburban came in and parked under the correct number. 
The door opened and there I saw Xemmy take no notice of me as he was too busy opening the 
rear door and a cow stepped out of it, happily swishing it’s tail in a moooving manner. 


Finally he noticed me: 
“What brings you here, number nine?” 
He always called me by assigned Orgy. number. 


“Um, I just needed to pick up a few of my stuff and go back home.” I held up the bags; Xemmy 
nodded in understanding. Before he could reply, I strangely questioned him about the cow, “Um, 
why did you bring your cow to KHS?” 


“T can’t leave poor Mrs. MANLY cow left alone here!” Xemmy explained, “She had to come to 
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class with me so that I could teach my students about Milk Domination!” he then proceeded to 
throw up his hands in the air and do his psychotic laugh, very much like Vexen, but different. I 
found that amusing at all sorts. When he was finished, he gave out an innocent cough and 
continued, “Well, please excuse me number nine as I retire to my office and enjoy more of Cows 
In Action by Steve Cole.” 


Yes, I also loved that book series too. But then I stopped him and asked, “Wait! What book are 
you on?” 


He playfully smirked, “I’m on book 21! Why do you ask?” 


“No fair! Just wondering!” I reassured him as our superior flicked his wrist and stepped into a 
firestar. 


Gods, I quickly had to go back home in order for me to eat something. Stepping in my Prius, I 
also formed a dark corridor that led me to Hagan’s Ridge. 


“Where the hell is he!?” my father muttered angrily as they now wandered around TwilightTown 
in search of me. 


“That tricky piece of shit could be hiding somewhere.” My mother quietly commented as she dug 
into her purse and fished out a small photo. It showed of me when I was a baby being found near 
the sea bar in Ocean Blvd. of TwilightTown. She stared at it in silent anger. “In the beginning, he 
was something, in the end he’s nothing!” Snarling, she tore the photo into small bits of paper 
confetti, opened the window, and let it fly out against the strong gust of wind. 


“Don’t worry. I have something in the back that'll make him stay with us.” 


My mother now tured around to see a full length wooden axe, peacefully lying there. The loose 
screw on the metallic hilt rattled against the metal in response to the bumpy ride. 


I parked my Pruis outside of our house and quickly got my stuff out. I glanced back at the 
entrance of the community. Thank KH, they’re not back yet. 


I quickly ran into my the house just in time to see that Emily was sitting on my bed, holding a 
laminated photo, sad to see the sight of me going on my wrong ways. 


“No.” she whispered softly, not bearing to glance at the perverted photo directly to my eyes. 
“Why, Demyx. Why?” she began to cry softly. 


What do I really say to her? Maybe she’d think I took a wrong turn instead of really loving her. 
No. I won’t let that happen. 


Slowly turning my head around the doorway of my room, she gave out a soft gasp of surprise as 
she looked up. Oh boy, I hope she doesn’t get mad at me or something. But to an extent on what 
was about to happen wasn’t very un expecting to me. She came up to me, burying her head into 

my shoulders as I calmly soothed her down. 


“Shh, it’s okay. What happened, Emily?” I asked as we both stared at each other, her green 
watering eyes striking with fear and sadness. 


I was expecting her to hold up the picture and ask What is this? With a calm stern voice that could 
almost make any small kid receive no fear of being yelled at, but she sat down on my bed and 
sniffed, setting the picture down for me to see. 


“Tell me something.” She said quietly, “Is this real or not? Because I have never seen you do this 


all the time. Even with your best friends Roxas, Axel, and Xion. They would never do something 
like that, would they?” 


It took a few minutes for myself to leave her questioning aside and look at the picture. How in KH 
is that going get me into trouble except for my psychotic parents? If I really showed this to my 
fellow Organization members, then half of them would believe that ’'d NEVER do that. Only a 
few maybe would. I forced my brain to push that thought aside and focus on what she asked a few 
minutes earlier. 


I sighed, “Emily, none of my Org. members would believe this. Even with my parents back in 
New York. This photo will lead me into more trouble. And that trouble is created by my psychotic 
parents that are currently looking for me now.” 


As soon as I said that, she looked appalled, “But Demyx, why did you return? Why didn’t you 
stay with the Organization?” 


“Tt’s now the school year, and every one of them is scattered around TwilightTown for their daily 
work. It looks like I’m the only one that’s not doing anything right now. Pegasus Farm won’t let 
me work again. The Seagate Hotel and Spa kicked me out. I honestly don’t what’s happening to 
the 4 Nobodies right now. May have to speak with Axel about that. But now I’m just with you 
and the horses. That’s it. And with my psychotic parents returning? They have no right to appear 
in my sight. I hope to all good for KH and myself for they be de:constructed for the rest of their 
lives. There!” I now stood up and crossing my arms, I furiously paced around my messy room, 
kicking some of my horse and dolphin plush toys in the process. Emily too, was about to get up, 
when she saw a black taxicar enter the community through the blinds of my window. 


Wondering what the surprise was about, I also joined her gaze. 

How in KH did my psychotic parents return? 

Woot, cliffhanger! Okay so, that’s Demyx’s story in my POV. But it’s not finished yet! 

I’d have write the rest of his situations down before his psychotic parents turn on ME! XD 


But seriously, I was thinking of posting this on FF .net but now it turned out that Ao3 was 
the best choice for me! 


So please review and kudos are appreciated! 
Seek out the next chapter! :D 


BYEZ! 


Brother Earth Sister Sea ch. 2 


Yes, I am back for another chapter and wow, already one hit *SURPRISED* :O 


So, here it’ll start with a ‘prevously’ thing then the rest of the chapter or story; call it 
whatever you want. :D 


Enjoy. 
Prevoiusly on BESS: 


“And with my psychotic parents returning? They have no right to appear in my sight. I hope to all 
good for KH and myself for they be de:constructed for the rest of their lives. There!” I now stood 
up and crossing my arms, I furiously paced around my messy room, kicking some of my horse 
and dolphin plush toys in the process. Emily too, was about to get up, when she gasped upon a 
black taxicar enter the community through the blinds of my window. 


Wondering what the surprise was about, I also joined her gaze. 
How in KH did my psychotic parents return? 


I immediately ran out of my room and appeared on the front porch where I saw the Silverado 
slowly speeding it’s way halfway down the middle. I took another second to plan out an evading 
trick then got the light bulb that floated above my head. 


I quickly hopped into my Prius while Emily shouted in the distance, “Dem-Dem! What are you 
doing?” 


I only heard it as a distance through the glass when I sped down towards them, a focused 
expression etching my face. 


“IT won’t let him escape this time!” my father called out angrily as he too sped down towards me. 
In a split second, I swerved to the left that led me to my only mistake. I didn’t turn the wheel hard 
enough making both of us crash upon impact. I felt my body shift forward as the seat belt pulled 
me back in a forceful way. I also assumed that my father and my mother felt the same thing, but it 
was less effective than what I experienced. From my view, I could feel the Prius slowly rolling 
backwards after the impact. The front bumper pried off and was now run over by the taxicar as it 
angrily sped down towards me, yet causing my poor car to roll backwards again. Dang, that 
Silverado’s strong. Not unlike my origami hybrid. 


“How do like that huh, you piece of shit!” my mother spat crossly as my father yet hit me again, 
one of the headlights hung down by a supporting wire. 


“Stop it!” I cried through tears. Now I’m assuming that Emily can’t see this part of the story. 
Maybe she’s crying about me, holding that pic of me partying. Or she’s at the Horse stables with 
Jake. No, I wasn’t going to let that happen. My father repeatedly bumping through my Prius 
wasn’t going to solve anything, but I couldn’t face this all alone. While my salvaged Prius was 
rolling nearer to my house and the front gate that led to the stables, I had a plan to evade them. 
Maybe I could quickly escape all the horrible happenings right now by evading through a firestar 
with my Pilot and end up in The World That Never Was. That could possibly work but now my 
mind focused onto freeing myself from the jammed seat belt. 


“C’mon, you stupid thing.” I furiously said to myself as I was met by an axe splitting the driver’s 


side window, the thing cracking into a spider’s web. 


“What are you doing!?” I screamed, wincing in pain as I felt a few shards prick my cheek and 
arms. 


“Y ou’re coming back with us!” shouting in anger, my father forcefully grabbed my signature 
strands and cut them off. Oh c’mon! It took me many spins to grow those, and you just cut them 
off! A waterfall of tears erupted from my eyes. He proceeded to pull my hair, causing my whole 
body to be pulled out of the driver’s window. The good thing that the belt was keeping me from 
being removed by his strong arm. 


“Please stop it!” I continued crying as my body was halfway pulled out. My legs kicked in the 
process, my shoes creating THUMP sounds against the dashboard. 


“Y ou’re coming with us this instant. We refuse to put up with your shit anymore.” My mother 
replied in her icy tone that always sent shivers down my spine. She too also reached in and cut the 
belt successfully. 


I almost winced in pain as I felt the knife not only cutting the belt, it also created a red mark across 
my chest. 


Another hard tug caused me to be forcefully pulled by my father’s arms, both of us falling flat 
against the ground. I now gave out a cry as he kicked me, my back almost made a ricochet against 
the Prius, making me slowly regain my balance in standing and facing him. 


“Tt’s not over yet.” My father faced me with a strict look as if he froze me mid pause to what I was 
about to do. I almost swallowed hard in fear when I slowly walked backwards toward the gate 
that led to the stables. 


He now took an expressive mixture of anger and questioning, “What are you doing now?” 


I took a silent inhale as I slowly uh hooked the chain from the main wooden fence, the wheel 
attached to the gate slowly moving open. I can now see him fuming with anger as he now saw me 
make a quick run towards the stables. 


“Get back here, bastard!” he yelled as he too ran after me. 


Carefully hopping over the mixture of sand, hay and horse manure, I stopped abruptly a few feet 
away from the stables and whipped around to stare at him with a face of strict concern. That made 
my father stop a few feet away from me in a perfect distance. Wielding the axe in hand, he now 
gave out a smirk, “What are you gonna do now? Hide in the stables with your horse buddies?” He 
then chuckled, “We can enjoy a perfect horse stew together, if that’s what you want.” 


I scowled, “Say whatever you want dad, you’re never taking Jake and Wonder’s lives. My bond 
with those lovely and sweet horses will never be destroyed by some crazy couple that found me 
near a sea bar after I got released from Elsewhere. You have no right to take me away like you did 
earlier.” 


My dad now lowered his axe as he took this situation easy going for him, “That’s fine. I actually 
was joking about the horses but I seriously want your ass back to our house where you’ll properly 
learn. That way you’ll never have to be with that bitch.” 


My nobody heart almost faltered as I heard that. “Wrong. I just want you to stay out of my life and 
leave me and Emily alone.” I continued staring at him, keeping my cool. “How come a long time 
ago, you never even cared about me?” 


He now looked confused, “Since when did that happen?” 
From behind him, I could clearly see two horse ears pricking out on the roof of my salvaged Prius. 
“You know, when you sent me to the institution.” 


By my luck, my dad didn’t notice the gate being slowly opened behind him. He was too busy 
getting red at me. “That was because you started becoming rebellious!” 


“Now you care about me by doing this!?” I now held up the party pic. My father now stepped 
back at the sight of how I got that. With a face of confusion and anger, he immediately threw the 
axe as if I were a target to him and shouted, “Go to hell!” 


Speeding it’s way toward me with the deadly sharp metal shining in for a serious effect, I quickly 
formed my greek sword, Wave Strom and warily turned sideways to the left as I sliced the wooden 
handle in half. The two pieces of the axe now tumbled to the ground as I softly panted in a final 
warning to end this. 


Getting even more cross, he almost blew his own temper. Before he got a chance to angrily run 
towards me, a figure of a horse reared into view, neighing furiously as it brought it’s hooves down 
and almost crushed his skull. 


Jake now whined sadly, Boss! I created a horrible murder! What do I do now!? 


De:constructing Wave Storm, I was about to answer Jake as the horse suddenly lowered his head 
in shame. I almost gasped when I saw Emily hop off the back of the horse and smiled at me, “So? 
Did I save your life?” 


Before I could respond, she came forth and kissed me on the cheek as my face gave out an 
expression of appalling love. Shaking my head in a forceful way, I now saw her kneeled down, 
petting Jake’s muzzle in the process. “Well, Dem, what do we do with him? It doesn’t obviously 
mean that I committed a murder, is it?” 


I now swallowed as I thought about this. I gave out a sigh, “No, it’s not that. I assume he’s 
unconscious. Where is my mom by the way?” 


We both looked in the opposite direction where she was supposed to be. But strangely she and the 
Silverado disappeared. Strange, she would always stick to my father and hunt me down. 


“T’ve got a better idea.” I muttered and then flicked my wrist. A dark corridor formed in front of 
us. 


Boss! What are you doing? Jake helpfully warned as he shifted uncomfortably from the tugging of 
reigns created by Emily. 


“You'll see.” I smirked, and together we picked up my father (I held up his unconscious head 
while Emily grabbed his feet) and started swinging him back and forth in readiness in front of the 
firestar. 


“Demyx, are you crazy?” Emily now questioned in disbelief, “Where are you sending him to?” 


“Simple. I’m getting his ass back to my childhood home so that they’! never bother us again. 
Good thing he lost his memory.” I said as we counted down. 3-2-/. 


Throwing him into the portal, the purple void now swirled into emptiness as I closed it with a flick 
of a wrist. 


We took a few minutes to stare at the ground where the portal formed when Emily broke the 
silence. 


“Dem? Do think this is a final end to where they’ll never bother you again?” 


I slowly nodded as I continued staring at the ground, “I hope. You’ll never know if they come 
back or not. Ohh, hell no. They’Il keep on bothering me. I have feeling it’s not the end, Emily. I 
have a feeling they’re going to come back sometime. Hope to KH not.” 


She now hugged me in slow tears running down her cheeks, “Don’t say that.” 


We stayed in the position like for a few minutes when a small drizzle of rain began, then collapsed 
into a downpour all over us. Jake snorted and eagerly shuffled his hoof across the muddy ground. 


Now was the horse’s perfect timing to break up the hug and say something random. J need to go 
to the bathroom. 


Both of us laughed in a jovial way as I eyed the horse with a smile, “Sure buddy, let’s go to the 
stables and hang out there, shall we?” 


I now looked at Emily. She too, gave out a smile as the three of us trudged towards the stables. 
Jake was the last to follow us, his metallic horseshoe making heavy imprints on the wet photo, 
almost melting to the ground. I raised my arm and snapped my fingers. The fake photo of me 
partying at night that should’ve gotten me into trouble created by psychotic parents, was now 
de:constructing the paper one by one. Going along with the rain down the dirt path, I never looked 
back at the photo now joined in the tiny river on the muddy ground. For I now knew that this was 
obviously created by my parents only to get me into more trouble and receive more punishment 
back at ‘home.’ 


For that life now returned back to normal with me, Emily, and the horses, my somebody life was 
now replacing my nobody life. I hope to Emily, the horses, Kingdom Hearts, and the 
Organization, that they’Il never return again. 

The End 

LOLZ. Just trolling you! XD 


This story continues with Demyx facing his next situation where he can’t control himself 
and let the thing go. 


So thanks for the hits and the kudos! (I hope. Hint. Hint.) 
But anyway, please review and seek out the next chapter! 
BYEZ! :D 


P.S Taxicar is the word for car or vehicle in Co:pern:zica. :) 


Dark Melody 


Um...I don't know how to explain this other than saying that I was in a really foul mood, wanted 
to vent and for some reason I thought of Demyx losing it. This came about because he really 
doesn't seem like an idiot-I still haven't beaten him the second time in proud mode, because he got 
all serious after Sora insulted him. Rated M just in case. 


Disclaimer: I don't own anything from Kingdom Hearts (2). 
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He had grown weary of it. He was tired of the poking and the prodding, as well as the snide, 
subtle hints that he was an idiot. Plus, there was the idea that he was incapable of holding his own 
in battle. He hated those who tormented him day after day. 


Then there was the Superior, who always sent him on missions he knew the Melodious Nocturne 
would have difficulty with. It wasn't that he couldn't handle what was given to him. It was just that 
he had some confidence issues and was still attempting to work them out. It wasn't his fault that 
the Keyblade master had defeated him the first ttme. He wasn't taking things seriously because he 
hadn't liked the mission he had been given. Yes, that was the reason. 


However, Xemnas had thought otherwise, and had punished him accordingly. He could still hear 
some of the other organization members jeering at him, as he carried out mundane and messy jobs. 
They didn't know that he was sick of it all. The crappy missions. The taunts. They didn't know 
how he felt, and would never, as there was the belief among them that Nobodies couldn't 'feel' 
emotions. Well...how the hell was he feeling this then? 


Days later, Xemnas had ordered him to face the Keyblade Master again, and it was practically like 
asking him to calmly face his doom. 


That was the last straw. He couldn't take it anymore. 
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Demyx lounged against a wall, covered in blood and seeming immensely pleased with himself. 
The Hall of Empty Melodies had had several other organization members in it, but now Demyx 
was the sole occupant. The only hints that there had been others was the blood that pooled around 
the room in random spots, as well as the wall. Demyx held his sitar in one hand, the end of it dyed 
with one of the Nobodies unfortunate enough not to dodge in time. 


Demyx let out a long sigh. He felt better after the terror he had evoked out of the unsuspecting 
Xigbar, Luxord and Saix. And then there had been Axel. 


Demyx let out an evil chuckle, marveling for a moment that it didn't sound like before when he 
and the others had accosted the Keyblade Master in Hallow Bastion. Shrugging at this, Demyx's 
mind wandered back in amusement to Axel's final moments, and how he had gotten the Flurry of 
Dancing Flames begging for his non-existent life. It had given him immense satisfaction upon 
taking Axel out with his sitar, and reveling at how much blood had appeared before the annoying 
bastard finally died. 


Xigbar and Luxord were the easiest to deal with. Both had just been mortified at the change that 
had come over him. Two hits, and they were gone, blood flying everywhere and getting on him 
and his sitar. Then he went to the next. 


Saix had been the most difficult and Demyx had been injured during the gory struggle. He had 
somehow been able to make gaping wounds on the other, exposing the Luna Diviner's ribs and 
some other organs, which had driven Saix into his Berserk state. Hence the wounds Demyx 
obtained. But he managed to lop the Beserker's head off in the end and laughed as it vanished into 
thin air and along with the body. 


Demyx didn't bother cleaning himself yet. 


There was still one more Nobody to deal with. And he was going to draw out the pain and misery 
as long as possible. 


121 


Outside, Xemnas stood on Altar's Naught, staring up at Kingdom Hearts, unaware of the 
bloodbath that had occurred several floors below, caused by the normally calm and timid Demyx. 
He was unaware of the tattered Nobody slowly climbing up the steps, expression saying that he 
was savoring the moment. The first sign that indicated something that something was very wrong 
was a soft voice speaking in a sing-song voice. 


"Gone all gone, 
vanished into thin air. 
What's this? One more? 
Ready to face oblivion? 
To go into nothingness, 
for all those times 

you treated me badly? 
Silly Superior, 

you should have known, 
that not everything is 

as it seems. 

The Melodious Nocturne 
has a ticket, for your departure." 


The second sign wasn't hard to miss. When Xemnas turned around, he was faced with Demyx 
charging at him from a short distance. Number Nine was covered in blood with a crazed glint in 
his eyes and his beloved sitar held high to strike. 


Pain. Pain. Hurt. It was a blur. Maniacal laughter. A juicy thud. More pain. Endless pain. Then, 
Nothing at all. 
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Holy shit, that was the wierdest thing I've ever written. Why the hell did I enjoy writing a crazy 
Demyx? Review? I'm curious what people think of it. Although now I'm hoping not to be in that 


bad of a mood again... 


Althea Frutex 


In a little victorian cottage sitting on a hill, all nestled far away from the world, is where this 
story begins. The panels on the side of the house were the color of marigolds, the molding of 
moonflowers. Out front was a garden more beautiful than any ever seen, enrobed in 
geraniums and amaranthus. Creeping morning glories snaked up the balusters on the front 
porch. The air was fragrant and clean and crisp. It was all meticulously kept, but visitors 
rarely ever came. No one would stop to bend and admire how plump and pink the bleeding 
hearts were. The people who came were in far too much of a hurry to obtain what they came 
for and leave as quickly as possible. The woods were unfriendly, had sharp, poking branches 
that would drag you off and eat you up. Too much time spent dawdling meant walking 
through the forest at night, when anything could happen. After all, town was a long ways off. 


It was in this cottage, on this hill nestled away from the world, I was born. I do not think I 
was born in the traditional sense. I remember I suddenly came to be. I sat near the wall on the 
far side of the workroom day in, day out. The windows on either side allowed sunrises and 
sunsets to reflect orange light off my eyelashes, clashing with the steely blue of my eyes. A 
sheet of slate-colored hair shaded my button nose, my rosy cheeks. I sat there, all darned up 
with lace, so good, so well-behaved. I never spoke. I don’t believe I ever had the ability to. 
Every day I watched him work. 


The man who lived in the cottage with me would come and go. I never knew how he 
managed to get past that forest, or how anyone could, for that matter, nor did I know where 
he would go. By some incredible miracle, he would always return home to me completely 
unscathed by the forest’s incredible jaws. He always looked over at me and smiled, and 
sometimes I could see a tired glimmer in his eyes. He always smiled, no matter what. 
Sometimes he would straighten my clothes or fix my hair, but it was always with a smile. 
Was he really so happy? 


One day another man appeared. Who was he? This man had a head of fire, a thousand times 
hotter than the pink and orange glow of the sunrise that danced so warmly along the wooden 
panels of the floor. His eyes were beacons, and he looked right at me. A crooked smile 
curled and tugged at his lips, and he turned to the man I lived with. He pointed a finger. I 
didn’t appreciate that very much; pointing is rather rude. But when I saw those deep green 
eyes sparkle, I forgot everything. He was grinning, his tone proud. He was very proud, and 
he was happy his guest had noticed me, sitting alone on the far side of the room. The man 
with the head of fire left just as quickly as he came. 


Soon I was not so alone. Others just like me appeared, though none caught the man’s gaze 
like I did. The others only stayed shortly, and were soon replaced with new ones. They 
didn’t talk to me, though. Like me, they couldn’t say anything. The man spoke to us. It didn’t 
bother him in the slightest that we couldn’t respond. It was as if he expected it to be that way. 


Eventually, I learned the man’s name. I heard it muttered one hazy afternoon by another 
stranger. His brown hair stuck up in all directions, his eyes a dancing sky-blue. Demyx, he’d 
called out. One of my fellows sitting next to me had caught his attention. He called the man 
over. He handed a small bag of coins to the man, to Demyx. By the next morning, I had one 
less companion sitting next to me. He was soon replaced by a new one. Demyx. 


After long days of work, Demyx would sit down by his workbench with the sitar he carved 
himself, and play for us. Demyx was very good at carving, and playing the sitar. He made 


other instruments, too. Violins, guitars, whistles, and drums. He carved a beautiful mandolin 
once, a special order from one of his customers. He carved more than just instruments. His 
birdhouses were gorgeous, and he made all sorts of delightful wooden toys ranging from 
trains to blocks to wooden swords. As beautiful as his carvings were, and as much as I 
enjoyed watching him work, my favorite part of the day was still when he would play his 
sitar for us. Notes flitted freely from the strings, forming delicate chords and melodies. The 
music filled the tiny cottage with sound until it was almost bursting. 


I do not remember how it happened. It could have been gradually or all at once. I fell in love 
with that man. I fell in love with Demyx. It was the way he smiled, it was the way he held his 
knife when he carved, it was the way he played his sitar. Sometimes while he worked, he 
would talk to me. He would stretch his arms and look over at me in the dim, yellow 
candlelight, but all I could do was look back. Customers who made remarks about me made 
his already dazzling smile brighten. That’s Zexion, he’d say proudly. Did he love me too? 


I had to communicate somehow. But without the ability to speak, what could I do? I could 
not move, but I suppose I had never tried very hard. Demyx had opened the window, and a 
breeze was blowing through. Perhaps it could assist me in getting his attention. He was on 
the other side of the room mixing paints, oblivious to my efforts. I locked my gaze on him, 
concentrating on my leg to move. I must have been concentrating a bit too hard, because a 
particularly strong gust of wind swept by and knocked me down. I fell with a clatter to the 
floor, and a startled Demyx turned around. Frowning at my splayed body, he picked me up 
and placed me back on my spot. He scratched his head. 


“Must be a draft.” 


He went over and closed the window. It appeared I would have to do it all on my own. 
Attempt after attempt, nothing happened. As hard as I tried, I just couldn’t move. Demyx 
stopped opening the windows after that incident. 


Demyx put up a mirror on the other side of the room. He’d carved the frame, a rich 
mahogany with elegant, dark curves. He’d painted parts gold, small, carved flowers now 
gilded. The mirror was directly across from me. I had never really seen myself before. I had 
seen my arms, my legs, my feet, but never my face, nor had I seen them all together in one 
image. Reflected off the cool surface of the mirror was a doll sitting on a shelf surrounded by 
other dolls. The doll in question was dressed in navy blue breeches and tights with a shirt and 
matching waistcoat. In its hair was a blue rose and a sheet of lace, around its neck a lacy 
cravat. Underneath the doll was a placard stating its name, Zexion, and hanging below, a 
small sign displaying three simple words. 


Not for sale. 


I have never felt like crying before—I never had the ability to, anyway—but upon seeing 
myself, I had the greatest urge to. My eyes, delicately painted cobalt, had no means to form 
tears. I was forced to sit there the rest of the day, staring at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t 
tear my eyes away, not even to watch Demyx at his workbench. Demyx, the man I lived 
with. Demyx, the man who created me. Demyx, the man I loved. When nightfall came and 
Demyx snuffed out his candle and went to bed, I believe I wept as well as I was able. The 
moon illuminated my spot on the shelf, allowing me to continue staring at my reflection. If I 
had muscles, tendons, bones, I would have frowned. 


“T can help you,” a voice whispered, sweetly cutting through the darkness. 


A figure stood over me, glittering in the moonbeams. She was lovely, almost completely 
composed of light and mist. Her smile was almost motherly, sweet and dripping with honey. 


I had never seen her before, but once I saw her, I knew I could trust her. She seemed 
somehow familiar. 


“You can?” I asked tentatively, hesitantly, voice just as low as hers. I almost jumped, 
surprised I could speak. 


“Y our heart is aching, Zexion,” she nodded. Her expression was so soft. “I can help you fix 
it.” 


“Tm a doll. I don’t have a heart,” I replied, eyebrows knitting together in confusion. How 
long have I been able to do that? 


“Of course you do,” she said. “If you didn’t have a heart, you couldn’t fall in love.” 
“Who are you?” I asked. 
“My name is Aqua,” she replied, soft, soft, soft. “Zexion, what is your greatest wish?” 


There was a pause. To answer this, I had to think. What was my greatest wish? My entire life 
thus far had been composed of watching, listening, hoping he would look my way. Of 
course, he did, but that was all it ever was. A look. There was no meaning behind it, no real 
feeling. I was, after all, only a doll. I could not move or speak. I could not tell him how much 
I loved his sitar, or how that doll house he was working on was really coming along. I could 
not cook him dinner after a hard day of strenuous, neck-abusing, eye-ruining work, which he 
was sometimes so invested in, he forgot to eat. I could not drink tea with him at tea time. 


With downcast eyes, I considered my wish. 


“T think you know what it is,” I replied. I glanced up at her face just in time to catch her smile 
widen slightly. 


“Of course.” 


Then she was gone. She seemed to fade away in a cloud of mist, leaving only a glittering 
blue aura in her wake. I realized I once again could not move, could not speak, could not knit 
my eyebrows together. I glanced at my lonely reflection one more time. 


I was not aware of falling asleep. I’ve never been able to before. Suddenly it was black, and 
suddenly it was not. I heard birdsongs warbling through the air. Demyx must have opened 
the window. I smelled the stargazer lilies in the garden. This, however, puzzled me. I’ve 
never been able to smell before. I noticed I was not sitting on the shelf, but laying on 
something much softer. Had I fallen off the shelf onto the carpet? When I opened my eyes, I 
saw endless blue. I couldn’t remember ever seeing paints as vividly, flawlessly blue, or 
cotton fluff as pure and white. Even with lilies blocking my vision, I— 


I stopped. I didn’t dare breathe, if I had the ability to. I didn’t blink my painted cobalt eyes. I 
heard a pounding in my chest I had always been unable to hear before, for it hadn’t existed. I 
felt the stems of flowers through fingers I never used to have. Somehow I had ended up in 
the garden. Somehow I blinked, though I never had eyelids before. Somehow I sat up all on 
my own, no wind being present to give me a helping push. Then I breathed, suddenly aware 
of its necessity. 


“Um, sir? Are you alright?” came a feeble voice from the porch. 


As I turned my gaze, I came face to face with striking sea-green. Awe-struck, swallowing 
thickly, my mind tumbled over an answer. I didn’t even know if dolls could dream but this 


had to be one. I was afraid to speak, too many what-if’s clogging my brain. I had to try 
anyway. 


“Yes, um,” I began, though unsure what to continue with. “I must have collapsed in your 
garden. I apologize.” 


“That’s alright. Can you stand? Do you need a doctor?” he asked, expression resembling that 
of worry. 


“No, ?'m quite alright,” I reassured him, involuntarily putting up a hand, though I wasn’t 
quite sure why. 


“Here, let me help you up,” he offered, swiftly stepping down into the garden from his spot 
on the porch. 


He offered me his hand, which I tentatively took in my own. With both our efforts, I was 
hoisted to my feet, though a bit wobbly. As a doll, I never had to stand before. Once on my 
feet, I saw he was almost a head taller than me. I took a deep breath, absorbing the scent of 
the flowers surrounding us. 


“Thank you,” I said, voice low. When he let go, I stumbled a bit. 
“Would you like to come in for breakfast?” he asked. “I’m making tea.” 


“Only if it’s not too much trouble,” I said. “You probably weren’t expecting company this 
morning.” 


“Of course it’s no problem,” he smiled, leading me inside. “By the way, what’s your name? 
I’m Demyx.” 


“Zexion.” 


The inside of the cottage looked so much smaller. I had never been in any room other than 
the workroom. On the way to the kitchen I caught a glance of my spot on the shelf. It was 
empty, though the sign and placard were still in place. I didn’t notice I stopped and was 
snapped from my haze with a pat on the shoulder. 


Sitting down at the kitchen table was very different from my shelf. With breakfast Demyx 
served tea with milk. I savoured every bite and sip, as it was the first food I had ever eaten. 
But before I could even get one bite in my mouth, I noticed Demyx leaning on his hand and 
watching me. He had an expression of deep thought and concentration, the same face he 
wore when he carved particularly intricate pieces. 


“Can I ask you something?” he asked, expression easing up. 
a ere 
“How did you wind up in my garden this morning?” 


“To be perfectly honest, I’m unsure,” I replied, biting my lip, something I'd seen him do on 
multiple occasions. “I simply woke up and I was there.” 


“Alright, I have another question, then,” he said, eyes never wavering from my face. He took 
a deep breath. “You’re my doll, aren’t you?” 


“Tam,” I said. I looked down at my plate. “I couldn’t stand just sitting and watching you 


anymore. I made a wish, and it came true.” 
“Looks like we both made the same wish,” he said. 


When I looked back up I saw that smile again, though so much wider than I’d ever seen it 
before. His eyes were only two green slivers suspended up above his cheeks. Shyly, timidly, 
I smiled for the first time, and I suddenly understood why he smiled so much. 


The panels on the side of the house were the color of forget-me-nots, the molding of baby’s 
breath. Out front was a garden more beautiful than any ever seen, enrobed in 
chrysanthemums and honeysuckle. Creeping jasmine snaked up the balusters on the front 
porch. The air was fragrant and clean and crisp. It was all meticulously kept, but visitors 
rarely ever came. No one would stop to bend and admire how plump and pink the fuchsias 
were. I, however, stopped every morning, for I was the one keeping the garden. I only sat 
near the wall on the far side of the workroom when I read, and allowed the sunrises and 
sunsets to reflect off the leaves of my books. I did not speak much, but only when I needed 
to. In the evenings I listened to Demyx play his sitar, and midday I served tea. After a long 
day, I made us dinner. 


Every night I looked up at the moon and smiled, because I could. 


Camping 


The fire crackled warmly, and Demyx tapped his foot as he played his sitar. Axel grinned, and 
walked over to Roxas. ‘Roxy, wanna dance? Get that cute ass moving?’ Roxas glared up at Axel, 
who smiled innocently back, and hauled him up. ‘Wha,’ Roxas started, but Axel pressed his lips 
against the shorter boy’s lips. Roxas softened against Axel and blushed slightly. 


Sora grinned at the cute couple, and pushed a melted marshmallow against Riku’s lips. Riku 
opened his mouth, and licked the sticky remains off of Sora’s fingertips, making Sora giggle and 
blush. 


Demyx peeked over the top of his book, slightly annoyed at the disturbance, but he quickly 
ducked his head back down when he saw Demyx pout at him, and shuffle over. ‘Aw Zexy, you 
can’t hide forever!’ Demyx cried, and kissed the tip of Zexion’s nose. Zexion smiled at the other 
boy’s enthusiasm, and quietly asked ‘You want to make this more fun?’ Demyx’s eyebrows shot 
up, and he looked incredulously at Zexion, who sighed. ‘I meant ghost stories, Dem. You don’t 
have to look so surprised.” Demyx gave a sheepish grin, and Axel and Roxas looked over 
excitedly. 


“You mean we can listen to something other than Dem screeching on his awful dick - I mean 
instrument?’ Axel asked, and winced when Roxas punched him. Sora looked shyly at Riku, and 
whispered “Can I share a sleeping bag with you? I get a bit scared...’ Riku laughed, and put an 
arm around Sora. God that boy was adorable. 


‘The girl heard a whispering outside of her tent, and a laugh. She curled up in her sleeping bag, 
and whimpered.’ Sora shivered, and snuggled closer to Riku. Zexion made a face, and lowered 
his voice into a whisper “Then, she heard a scream...’ 


‘Boo!’ Yelled Axel, lunging for Sora, knocking over the remains of the second marshmallow 
packet. Sora screamed, and punched Axel in the face. Axel fell backwards onto Roxas, and gaped 
at Sora. Sora stared at his fist, stunned. Riku laughed, and cuddled closer to the boy. “Y-you hit 
me!’ Axel said, and gingerly touched the bruise coming up on his cheek. Roxas shoved Axel off 
of him, and crawled onto Axel’s lap. He kissed the red mark gently, and curled up against his 
chest. Axel perked back up, and stroked Roxas’ hair. Roxas seemed to almost purr with 
contentment, and his eyes shut slightly. 


Demyx crept over to Zexion, and rested his head on Zexion’s shoulder. “You’re so good at stories 
Zexy.’ Demyx said, and he smiled when Zexion blushed. Roxas crawled out of the tent, and 
grabbed a torch. ‘I'll be back in a minute!’ He informed them, and scampered off into the trees. A 
few minutes later, Roxas burst into the group. ‘I found a lake! Let’s go swimming!’ Roxas 
bounced up and down, and then grabbed Axel. ‘Come on!’ Axel started laughing, but stopped 
when he saw the look Roxas was giving him. ‘Sorry,’ he said, and snorted. ‘It’s just we didn’t 
bring bathers.’ Riku raised his eyebrow. “And that’s stopping you? You do have boxers on, right? 
They’ll do’ Axel grinned as Roxas smiled. “Then it’s settled!’ Sora whispered into Riku’s ear, and 
smiled shyly at the enthusiastic nod. ‘Is it okay if Riku and I stay? We are a bit, um, tired.’ Axel 
raised his eyebrow at the telltale blush on Sora’s face, and exclaimed loudly ‘I'll let you two sleep 
then. Condoms are in the boot of the car.’ Axel winked, and gave the thumbs up to Riku. Roxas 
sighed, and pulled Axel towards the lake. 


~Later at the Lake~ 

Roxas swam over to Axel, and clung to him, shivering slightly. ‘I-it’s a bit c-c-cold.’ He chattered. 
Axel looked down at him with concern. ‘Do you want to go back?’ He asked, lifting up Roxas 
and carrying him to shore. ‘No way!’ Roxas exclaimed, as he rolled out of Axel’s embrace, and 


dove under the water. Zexion and Demyx had left earlier, and were probably cuddled together by 
the fire to warm up, whispering and blushing. 


Axel felt a tug on his boxers, and gasped as they were pulled off of him. He spun wildly around, 
looking for the culprit. Roxas resurfaced a few meters away, coughing and laughing. He waved 
Axel’s boxers above his head, and laughed even harder at Axel’s embarrassed expression. Axel 
treaded water for a few minutes, unsure of what to do next. ‘What, enjoying the freedom, Ax? 
Don’t want these back?’ Roxas taunted, feeling a slight hardening at the thought of Axel being 
naked. Axel narrowed his eyes, and began to swim over to Roxas. Roxas, noticing the look in 
Axel’s eyes, began to nervously back away. Axel dove under the water, and Roxas’ eyes 
widened. He swam slowly away from where he thought Axel was, and yelped as he felt cold 
hands wrap around his waist. He swam desperately away, but wasn’t quite quick enough. Axel 
burst up, and spluttered. He waved his prize triumphantly above his head, and it was Roxas’ turn 
to blush. Axel laughed, and swam closer to Roxas, snatching his own boxers back. 


‘Come on, let’s go back.’ Axel smirked, and Roxas blushed even more. The thought of both of 
them naked had him very aroused. ‘I-I can’t? Roxas said, and looked down. ‘Why?’ asked Axel, 
although he knew the answer. He was also in the same state, though he was trying desperately to 
ignore it. ‘I don’t have pants...” Said Roxas, though that wasn’t the only reason. 


Axel swam over, and placed his hands on his boyfriend’s chest, leaning forwards. ‘I love you’ 
Axel murmured, his breath tingling on Roxas’ lips. ‘I love you too.’ Roxas replied, gently placing 
his cold hand on the bruise on Axel’s cheek. Axel pressed against Roxas, and lightly brushed his 
erection. Roxas gasped, and involuntarily bucked into Axel, who moaned at the contact. They 
continued to grind, and kiss. Roxas reached down, and stroked Axel. Axel bucked into his hand, 
and gasped, releasing in the water. Axel then reached down and pumped Roxas a few times, until 
he too came. Axel kissed Roxas’ nose gently, and carried him out of the water. 


‘Axel, can I have my boxers back?’ Roxas asked sleepily, comfortable against Axel. Axel froze. ‘I 
don’t have them.’ Roxas’ eyes snapped open. “What?!” He screeched. Axel looked sheepishly at 
him. ‘I must have dropped them.’ Roxas groaned, already imagining the questions and stares of 
his friends. 


~Earlier at Camp~ 

Sora listened as the others wandered down to the lake, hearing them chattering and laughing. He 
rolled over nervously to Riku, and clarified something on his mind. ‘Riku, I love you a lot, but I 
don’t want to go all the way.’ Sora looked at Riku’s lower lip, and chewed his own. Riku smiled. 
‘I love you too, Sora. Don’t worry, [Il wait for you.’ Riku placed his hand on Sora’s back, and 
captured his lips with his own. Sora kissed him back, and wound his hands through Riku’s soft, 
silver hair. He wriggled closer to Riku, and ground against him, shivering at the sensation. 


He froze as he heard low voices coming into camp, but relaxed as he heard them walk to the other 
side of camp by the fire. Riku slid down Sora’s pants and underwear, and slid his erection into his 
mouth. Sora let out a strangled groan, and Riku placed his hand on Sora’s waist to stop him 
bucking. Riku bobbed up and down, and in a few minutes Sora came. 


Sora then began to pump Riku, and slowly licked the tip. Riku’s eyes rolled back into his head, 
and he panted. ‘S-so-ra’ he groaned. He released, and Sora licked his lips. Sora crawled back up, 
and curled up next to Riku. ‘Love you, Ku.’ He whispered, and fell asleep smiling. ‘Love you, 
Sora.’ Riku whispered. 


~Zemyx~ 

‘Zexy, I’m cold.’ Whinged Demyx. ‘Fine, come on Dem. I doubt Axel and Roxas will even 
notice us leave.’ The two swam over to the shore, and walked back with arms around each other. 
When they got back to camp, they could hear rustling coming from Sora and Riku’s tent, and low 


moans. Demyx blushed, and Zexion shook his head knowingly. 


Demyx bent over and picked up the novel that Zexion had been reading. ‘Who’s Akihiko?’ 
Asked Demyx. ‘Is this a gay novel?’ Demyx exclaimed, looking at his furiously blushing 
boyfriend. Demyx sat down, shocked at the turn of events. Was that really his quiet Zexion? 
Reading a BL novel? Demyx grinned, and giggled. 


Zexion got an odd look in his eye, and stared at Demyx. Demyx looked curiously at Zexion, and 
started when Zexion straddled him. ‘Zexy...’ Zexion kissed him roughly, and pressed into him. 
Demyx found he was enjoying this new side to Zexion, and arched into him. Zexion rubbed 
against him, and was aroused even more by the escaping gasps and pants. Zexion remembered 
one of the stories, about ‘going all the way’ in a Ferris wheel, and he smirked, liking this new 
found courage. He slid off his pants, and Demyx’s too. “What are you doing Zexy? We’ll be seen’ 
Demyx panted. Zexion smirked, and pulled a bottle of lube out of his pocket. He barely even 
lubricated Demyx before he impaled himself. He let out a groan, and adjusted for a minute. He 
then began to bounce up and down, eliciting sharp pants from Demyx. He could feel himself 
about to release, when he heard a laugh. Whipping around, he saw two very naked boys, one 
laughing, and the other blushing. 


‘It seems we aren’t the only ones to have lost our clothes.” Commented Axel. Demyx groaned, 
and filled Zexion. Axel doubled up laughing, and was dragged into a tent by Roxas. Zexion 
blushed, and looked down. ‘I’m sorry Dem.’ He whispered, well and truly embarrassed. Demyx 
shook his head. ‘It’s alright Zexy. I love you.” Demyx rested his forehead against Zexion’s. 
Zexion smiled. ‘I love you too.’ 


Notes: 


I wrote this about a year ago, when I first started writing, so I apologise if it isn't 
to your liking. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


